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the reach of pain, but I bitterly regret the pain I've
caused you. I have no excuses to make for myself.

MRS. TABRET: My dear, don't you remember what I said to
you last night? I thanked you for all you had done for
Maurice. Did you think I was talking at random? I
knew then that you were going to have a baby and that
Colin was its father.

COLIN: Mother, I blame myself so awfully.

STELLA: You mustn't do that, darling. [To MRS. TABRET.]
If a woman doesn't want a man to make iovg to her she
can very easily prevent it. Living side by side, in the
same house for so many months, there's no reason why
he should ever have looked upon me as anything but
his sister. I was shameless. I didn't prevent him from
making love to me because I wanted him to make love
to me. I made him love me.

COLIN: Oh, Stella, how could I help loving you? I don't
blame myself for that. I blame myself because when I
knew I loved you I didn't bolt.

MRS. TABRET: Am I right in thinking that then it was too
late?

COLIN: Do you remember, when we were kids in India they
used to tell us of children who could recollect their past
lives. They'd know who was who in the village and
recognize the things that had belonged to them before
and go straight to places that otherwise they couldn't
have found. That's how I felt when I fell in love with
Stella. I felt that I'd loved her always and that her love
was home to rne.

STELLA: Whatever you may think of me, Mother, and how-
ever badly you think I've behaved, I ask you to believe
that I didn't give myself to Colin to gratify any passing
whim. I loved him with all my heart.

MRS. TABRET: My dear, I know. You say you made him
iove you. Why do you say that except that you love